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JULY. 


To see us, weeds of the meadow walk. 

Peer up above his head. 

“ And many a time the farmer vows 
He’ll banish us his land. 

But we still run up the hawthorn boughs, 

A merry and myriad band.” 

Like the Pimpernel and some other flowers, it 
closes its blossoms before approaching storms. It 
rejoices in sunshine like other plants of the same 
family, and does not display the beauty of the flower 
after the sun has attained his meridian ; the flowers 
are pink, and throw out a perfume resembling al- 
monds. 

After the corn is cut and hauled from the field, 
we find this plant trailing along the ground, and 
if a few stray stalks of corn be left amongst the 
stubble, the convolvulus is sure to find it, and 
twine its wiry stem around it ; on observing this 
the poet has written 

“ See here although the field is bare, 

Fringing the path or scattered near, 

A few neglected ears we find. 

Round which the convolvulus hath twin’d. 
Though scorn’d by all the world besides, 

Still fond and true she with them bides.” 




THE CLOVE PINK. 


(Diem thus caryophyllus.) 

Class, Decandria. Order, Digynia. N. O., Cary, 
ophyllese. 

Grows on old walls in some parts of England. 
As it is seen blossoming in that situation few per- 
sons would suppose it to be the origin of one of 
the fairest garden flowers of the season. 

“The curious, choice Clove, July flower,” 

or carnation of our gardens, with its variety of 
form and colour, but by cultivation the petals 
have been enlarged and multiplied, and its colour 
infinitely varied from the darkest purple to the 
purest white, with all the hues of red, from the 
rich crimson to the pale rose. In some of them 
we see a brilliant eye, whilst others are exquisitely 
marbled, striped, and figured. Under all its di- 
versities, however, it retains its delicious spicy fra- 
grance, and hence has been made the emblem of 
“ Woman's Love,” which no circumstances can 
change. 


“ It is a fearful thing 
To love as I love thee ; to feel the world, 
The bright— the beautiful, joy-giving world 
A blank without thee. Never more to me 




